)OK               innexioiy ueiermmeu.
ibs                  So we resigned ourselves to make the best use we could of
iat               our enforced idleness.   I continued work on Long Road to
5 a               Leros. But the luckiest among us were probably our artists.
Iso               We had another, besides Ardizzone.   He was a complete
>ns                 contrast in physique, being extremely tall and slim, with a
lip                 large aquiline nose and lank hair dusted with grey.   His
id,                 kindly, sensitive nature made him extremely popular with
er,                  everybody.   He was a Pole named Czapski who had been
w-         "        interned for many months by the Russians, and so to be put
he                 inside for a few weeks by the more indulgent British did not
as                  worry him.
ad                      He proposed, facetiously, to do a great mural on the lines
us                  of the Last Supper depicting the whole party sitting round
:t-                  a table drinking the toast of "Absent Friends" in honour of
ig                  the Colonel, the Greek and those who had been taken off
e-                   with  influenza.    Actually,   he   modified   this   project   and
d,                   contented himself with drawing portraits of several of his
I            fellow-prisoners.
?o                        We settled into some sort of lazy, irregular routine.   I
wonder why officers, when they live together as we did, are
>x                  invariably untidier and less disciplined than other ranks?
it                  Perhaps they become too dependent upon batmen.  We used
s.                   to straggle into breakfast in various stages of undress, at
ie      •              eightish, and listen to the radio news on a set provided by
the C.O.   After a breakfast of half-cold congealed bacon,
it                   messy potatoes, fried bread, and luke-warm Army tea, we
•t                   then tackled the great problem of washing in tin bowls.
,s                       Some enterprising person set the fashion of bathing in the
n                    bowl, with stork-like gymnastics.   The puzzle was to keep
s                    one's feet clean, for the floor was filthy.  This washing under
1                      difficulties fascinated Ardizzone, who drew many sketches of s                    the naked performers.   Our two artists were, I believe, the
only ones who thoroughly enjoyed themselves during the
2                       internment.    But  they  hated  people  hanging  over  their i             shoulders   and   saying:   "Is   that   supposed   to   be   me?"
t        i              Artists,  more than any other people,  suffer from human'
j                     curiosity. I, later, saw the worst examples of this in Rome—